I told Richard what had happened. His
comment was: "Dirty old bastard! You tell him where
he gets off.5' He seemed oddly lacking, both in pro-
tectiveness and in imagination. It didn't seem to occur
to him that my past still exercised an influence on me,
and that I might ever give in to.Andrew. Maybe he
was chiefly concerned to make more money, so that I
should soon be independent of the little man. Mean-
while my unsupported struggle went on. Once1 he had
gathered the courage to make his declaration, Andrew
felt that the ice was broken. It required no more
daring to repeat it every day, and daily, in a different
form, he repeated it. At first he counted purely on
my pity for him to achieve his object. He was so
lonely and unhappy, he said; he had no one in the world
but me. Couldn't I make a little sacrifice for him?
When he saw that had no effect, he tried to play on my
gratitude. He was doing a great deal for me, he said. He
was giving me what my husband couldn't give me, the
chance of a career. He would do anything to make me
happy: wasn't it only fair that I should do something
in return ? Richard had so much of me already. How
would he be hurt if a crumb or two was spared for him
too ? I told him I was grateful for his help, but a
kindness that bargained for its return wasn't kindness
but commerce. And then he turned to open black-
mail. He declared that if I didn't give in to him he
would have to cut off my allowance. It wasn't spite,
he explained carefully. It would be very different if
he were a really wealthy man. But he wasn't. He had
to liave a woman, and he couldn't afford to keep two.